UnNncCcLE TIiP's SUPPER.
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OU won't fergit the
roastin’-years, Uncle
Tip?"*
**Naw, honey.
**Ner the simlins?”
*Naw, chile,”
“An' you'll dig a
bhig mess o' sweet
potatoes to bake?”

“*Yas, yas, sugsr.”

““An' cook all the other trmock jest
like I tole you, an' hev ever’thing
ready percisely at six o’'clock?”

“Yas, honey, yas."

Unele Tip Tuacket, who =at on a
backless clair in the open passageway
between two log rooms, looked a little
bewildeced and clutched at his scant
locks as if to hold onto his memory
ere it shon'd give him the slip, as his
niece ratiled off her brisk eatochism,
He was a slow, amiable man, with
mild, blinking eyes and wispy gray
bair.

Izora Tucket, his mniece, was all
briskness, from her quick, black eyes
to her lonz feet neatly laced into hor
“’l‘”-]nl'l'lﬂ:‘.l'l bhesl shoes,

Il-_-r fr'--}l:_\'
done up pink lawn skirt set ont aronnd
her, unyieldingly atif and smooth
with abandant starching and elaborate
groning, and rattled erisply when sae
moved: her white waist was like lin,
cvery frill and fold sticking out with a
sharp edge to it
was braided tightly and fastened very

flatly against her head, and her best |

handkerchief was
aronnd her nack
“[zory, 1 ean’t flad ary clean han’
k-—-rrim.‘_" l‘ll’."\]ﬂ-] n !virr.ltih‘ viiee
fronn the room on the left of the pas-
rareway, and asother girl appeas ed 1n

pinued smoothly

the doorw AN, I ac gstame toe connler-
pard of Izora's, excepling that the
skirt was bine iustead of pink. This
second girl was younger than Taora,

plumper, more déliberate of movement |

and softer of voice

With s Lrisk movement Tzora 8ashed |

past her into the room, like & pink and
white streak, skirts
starchily.

*“Wisht you'd a-said so belore,” she
eommented briskly, nnlucking a trand
and lifting the lid of a box iaside
“*“We ain't got any time to lose. 11
Jonn you my bnif-border one; an’ doat

her rustiing

yon erumple it up an’ tie knots in it |

like you dons with yourn last Sanday."

The plamp girl blushed, and =at
dlown upon ths edge of the bed with
its blue counterpsune and
stifl, square pillows, and was promptly
ponnced upon by Tzora,

Gt up!’ sad “You're a-
mnssin' the kiverlid, Susan, *

“Taony,""
over to the window, “*don’t you

and white

she,
gatd Susan, as she l!n‘\q‘nl
reckon
Unele Tip'd kinder hke to go ‘long to
phe plonie, too? o

“ Reckon %0," responded Tzora, who
was giving her mind to the setting of
her white straw hat, with its pink rib-
bons, straw loops, huge, bobbing red
»ose and chuunky bud, on the exact top
of her head, whers she secured iv by
jabling a long pin through it and a
strand of her hair,

“An' I dou't see,” pursned Susan,
specnlatively, “‘whut'd be the burt.”

*Susan Tuocket, air you a idut?®”
demanded Izora, wheeling about.
“First place, who'd git supper? Aiu’t
Gid Tompkins shore to be "lang with
me, an’ more'n likely Sam Bean with

vou, an' wouldn’t we hev to rape frying or beiling, according to their | ch

seootin’ ‘round like hoppergrasses a-
evokin' supper "stid of takin' it easy?
An' second place, ain't that long-nosed
o!d maid Clementiyne Plummins boun'

to be there, an’ ain't she got her yaller |

cat-eyes onto Uncle Tip, an’ hed "em

=napped Lim up like a jaybicd does a
bug, forly times over, ef it hedu't 'a’
been fer mes upsettin® her plota aun’
Eoepin’ him out'n her way, He's wil-
3in’ enongh to be snapped up, s9° once
git 'em at a pienic playin’ ‘Sister
Phebe' an® ‘Two Tinkers,” an’ they'd
be engaged inside of a hour, I'll insure
you, I ain't kep' 'em apart this long

t0 let "em git together at a picnic at
last.™

“Well, I do'no,” drawled Susan;
*“maybe they air that a-way. Bat
what ef they was to? Clementyne

ain't noways mean or fractions. Why,
law! you kin 'most run over her ef
yon wani to."

“That’s all the further you kin see,"”
returned’ Izora, scornfully; “‘not a
eench beyond yer nose! Don't Clem-

an’ her maw live alone, an’
wounldn’t her maw live whurever
M?no did, an’ wouldn’t slke be
a-bossin’ things lively 'round this
) ~ An’ do yon an' me want a
gre’t big feather-bed of a step-aust-in-
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law, er whutever she'd be, a-rannin’
things here?'”

[ do'no,” began Snsan agaln; “[—""

“Ido,” interrupted [zora, decisively.
““You ain't got gnmplion enough to
pound sand. Come along; yonder's
the sun, ‘'way up. We'll be late.”

The fall was a very bountifal one
that year, and seemed to hold all the
sweetness of smmmer in its mellow
clasp. Down in this out.of-the-way
' corner of Missonri no sign of frost had
| yet appeared, and the sun was mild
sud clear.

Unele Tip Tucket stood in the log
“lean-to” kitchen, sarrounded by the
]ge-m-r-.m offerings, freshly gathered,
lnl’ the rich, well.callivated soil of his
thrifiv garden, Great round, cush-
iony, erimson tomatoes; long, pink-

i red sweet potatoes; plamp ears of corn |

|in their silken, gresn husks; ereamy
INArTOW mlu;.uiu-u; transiuneent 1'«’"11 of
war-beans; broad pods full of butter-
| heans: erovkneck squashes and cucam
bers, were irilml ahout him in hunger-
provoking profusion.  And still Uncle
Iip stood, with dismay in his face,
staring perplexediy at his vegetable
treasnres,

““Did she say to fry the roastin’-years
an' bile the tomotnses, er did she say
stchew the sweet "taters an’ make sonp
onut'n the ximlins, er what, beats me!
An' she'll be madder'n & wet hen ef |
git 'em wrong, Whut's that?"

A ponderous step came up onto the
porch, and the Widow Plummins,
otherwise known as Aunt Doreas, ap-
peared at the kitchen door, with »
large, black sunhonnet on and a teacup
containing baking-soda in her hand,
The widow was stont and slow of mo-
tion, and she ‘-Q?Twl some from the
climnb up the steps

“I've feteched back the sody Izory
loaned me,” she announced, setting
the eup down, “I was a-passin’ an’
| "lowed it'd save another trip, What-
ever's the matter, Uncle Tip? You
, look sort o' looney.™
| “*Hit's the supper,’

i“!tn:l!'.\',
| pienie,
with

ex] lained Ti[‘.

when they come.
| enongh—we can make out with

kin ¢ook ham an'

-an’ I
make eoffee; but

looky wvere at all this yere .:urul.uu-'

triuck, an’ me like a ole woodchuck
fergettin' how she sayed for to cook it
Don't know po more’'n that ole Bran
mer rooster ont yander how ter fix the
tomotunses, ner heans, ner
Unele Tip groaned,
Dorens untied her black
sat down and Innehed
form fairly quakad
| “Unecle Tip,” =aid she, “T know
| whut Izory is, I know what you aur, i
know whnt cookin' a meal o vittles in,
{an’ I b'leeva 1 know whut my simple
‘r("mulwu juty to s good peighbor-man
|is. Now, you run an' split me up
| some good, dry kin'liu's, fill up the
I\n.rnl-'tmx, fetelh me & bueket of water,
an’ I'll hev ever'thing goin' before you
| kin bat your eyes twicet, an' mix @
! pan of sody biskit in the bargain.”
The widow seized s gingham apron
of Ixora’s, tied it abont lLer awple
| waist, rolled up her blark ealico
| sleeves, and .n a very molderate space

nothan™.’
while Aant

until her 1---rt','\'

| of time Lad the big coflee-botler steam- |

Ii.--,._ the vegetables baking, stewing,
various requirements, s huge »killet
| of ham sputtering on the stove sud »
|panfal of bouncing big biscuits wll
l ready for the oven.

As for Unecle Tip, he was in an

| render what assistanes he counld, Jdoing
{the widow's behests with gleeful
alacrity, and commenting upon the
proceedings with wonder and joy.

“Don’t it beat you," he observed,
| pazing upon the clonds of steam from
the various kettles and sancepans with
fascinated eyes, “‘how slick things'll
go when anybuddy takes a holt 'at
knows how? Jest Jook at them tomo-
tuses a-bubblin® up thick an’ red, an’
smell them roastin’-years, an' listen at
the Lam a-sizzlin'—an’ them biskits!
Never seen sich big, nice, saft-lookin’
biskits—mind I tell ye.”

“I'm allus used to makin' biskits
that a-way,” eaid the widow, *‘'causs
me an' Clementyne don't ary ocs
much like crus’.™

“Ner me, neither,” said Unele Tip.

“Now," said Mra. Plummins at last,
as she sat the coffee-pot down on the
hearth, *‘hit's migh

ty near time fer the

“The gals is gons to the |
an’ their beanx is comin' hack |
em; be yere ot six, an' Tzory |
she's =o' on hevin' supper all ready |
The's light bread |

‘-ttll]n-:l!lli'l

| eestacy of delight, skipping about to |
there fer the last ten years? She'd of '

to hev me sence pore
died; not

times ‘at ['d kinder like to,
sort o' cast a eye at Clenicutyne oneel
in awhile, but 'w like ea eof one
thing another "ud keep a happenin’ to
spile it FEver' time I'l fix fer it
somethin® *ud np an’ knock it in the
head: I ecounldn't mever git hall =«
chaince to seo her, an' looked like I
never wonld. Bat after all, 1 reckon
| Clementyne's s leetle too youog fer
me. Now you au’ me 1= purty closat
of a age; ‘pears to e like es eof we
was plum saited to onc another. |
| know there couldn't no one sait me so
good a-makin' biskits, ' no one

l‘l Ih'

wouldn't chop kin'lin’s an’ pack water |

ter you cheerfuller’'n what T would.
| 'Sposin’ we's to jine hau's fer good,
me an’ yon—will ye, Dorcas?”
“Well, " said Aunt Dorcas, with dne
deliberation,” *“‘bein’ ex vou're w0
handy at gittin® kin'lin’ an’ the like,
an’ we hoth take to the same kind of
biskits, an’ my cookin' scema to suat
| yon 80 g-lull, I mout think of it.”
Unele Tip hopped a foot high in his
delight,
widow around the waist
“Looky yere, Dorcas” said he,
“don't goan’ spile it by thinkin® abont
it. Let's light right ont aver to the
minister's yander an’ be all fixed time
| the gals gits back. Somethin’ll hen
| der shore, of we pat it off, mind I tell
sou. Aw'tltold ye bhow [ couldu’t
even gt courtin An’
things'll git crossways of
| we wait a minute, I ‘moat
| Come, let’s run right aver.™
“But Clementyne,” demnrred the

| widow, *“She’ll git home from the
1

nao done?

wnehow,

| one there.”
1

| *She’ll hev to pasa right by the
parsonage on her way,’
[ Tip, *‘an’ ef we don't see her our-

selves, we'll get "em to watch for her |

an' tell her to come right over 'fore
| she goes home, Come, now, angur,
| clap on yore honnet an’ let's seoot
| right off; we'll fgsten the kitchen door
an' ran an’ git married au’ be back in
time to dish ap togetber, Oh, houey,
ef you don't I'il be so mizeable 111
| jest natchelly bustupand go to pieces.™

{ The widow was mnot prool agaiust!

| such elogquence as than,
| Rix o'cluck came, and the girls, ar
riving punctusily with their escoris,

beheld Aunt Doreas emarging from |

the kitcheu with a grest platter of
fried ham surrounded by rich red
brown thickened gravy, while Uncle
Tip came skipping after, beaming be
niguly, and bearing in eanch hand a

The table was spread in the open pas
sagowhy, and from tha cofiter thereof
arose n monutain of corn, boiled on
| the cob, the long ears evenm, white,
sunccnlent and extremely tempting
| Alongside stood a large yellow bowl
If&:ll of stewed towatoes, thick, dark
{ T and fragrant with seasoning of
spices and tender green poppers A
huwe glasa dish bhard by was piled
brimfu!l of slicad tomatoes, sucambers
and onions, with dressing of vinegar
salt aud vlack pepper. Trurecus of
great fat butter-beans, puffcd un with
the bLuttery richness benenth ther
pale green coats, Js witled and erowded
| dishes of well-seasoned eream-colored
marrow squssi Plates of sugary,
baked sweat potatcas, bowls of savory
;Fllt‘i‘l‘!ﬂﬁll. nl’ll‘ sections of d wep ':Hl-i
crooknecks, baked to glazy prricction
| and piled upon platters, dilod every
| space. Tha dessert of late ripened
| carmine velvet peaches ard seeet net-
| ted cantalonps seemed nlmost & super-
| inity amidst the abundance «f veget
able luxury.

Miss Clementyne Plammins vas set-
| ting the chairs about the talle with
eerful energy.

*“*Walk up, ladies and gentemen,”
greeted Uncle Tip, jovially
first interdunece ve
Tucket, Widder Plamming that was,
and my darter Clemeniyre; an' the

3!l piteh in an® eat —eat hearty. An’

“lLemme

a .eetle grain aheal of t'me, hit's &
Thasksgivin’ dinner an’ snpper all in
one 1) this ole boy, fer Tin tiankful
to a geod, kind Providence, plam from
head to heel, firstly for a mighty good
wife, an' secondly fer s might) good
supper. Now light in.™
he yourg men stepped forwwrd as

Uncle Tip fnished his litile speech,
shook hands all around with s hearty
good-will, wisked the newly mrarried
pair “‘much joy,” and sat dcwn to the
table, sceording to the invitation.

Susan laid aside her haf, anl with
placidly smiling visage kissed her new
aunt and uncle and embraced Clemen-
tyne with cousinly cordiality, thok a
seat beside Mr, Bean, and belped her-
self to a large ear of earn, Susan was
not given to violent amazermrent uaoder
any circumstances.

{‘ho host and hostess naxt seated

Fﬁlﬂ; folks to be polin’ along home, | themselves, and in the slight sttend-
fix the , an’ then I reckon |ing confusion, no one ohserved the
you kin dish up when they git yere, mmﬁdlmmm
tn’ﬂh-ﬁ&;hﬁ." the left-hand room, bat

but what I've lowed some- | —shucks take it}

and then caught the stout |

know, |

picnic an' be skeered to not find no |

luu\‘ l- l]n‘lu' \

plate heaped with the big biseuits |

to my wife, Xrs. Tip |

1 el this yere meal of vittles does come

an eye out that s-way, "stid of watchin’

'Clemeutyne so cloaet? Well, Jzory
| Tucket, bein' you ain't got the sense
Lof a good-sized June-bug, I reckon
| you better go ont an’ wish *em much
|joy, an’' eat your supper—an’ mind
yer own business from right now."—
| Farmw and Fireside.
|

WORDS OF wISDOw.,

A good conscience is better eapital
than & large bauk account.

The golden rule exactly fits into
every honest business transaction.

This is a cold world, and if yon
don’'t work you'll sarely freeze to
death.

What if it is midnight? Every
stroke of the clock brings morning
nearer.

1t was hecause Job devoted all his

time to walking upright that he sue-
ceeded so well,

You can see a lot more hnman na-
ture 1n the average streat car than you
ean in a Turkish bath.

A man never knows all his mother
has been to him until it is too late to
let her know that he sees 1t

As daylight ean be seen throngh
very amall holes, so little things will
Ulnstrate o per aon's charascter

Nothing =uits a cross man more than
to find » batton off his ¢
wife has not tunme

The man who is determined to have
peace, even if he has to fight for iQ,
generally gets 1t withont fighting

cat when his

sew 1t on

Next to rolling off & lor, the easiest
thing i to tell other peaple how they
ought to bring up their children.
When a man of opposite views rend-

ily agrees with you, you have either

| To desire what 1a impossible, and to
| he insensible 1

» Lhe tron

thles of others,

are two great maladies of the soul,

He wiio learn

¢

withont confor

s the rales of wisddom
ving to thein in his

is ke n waan wiie

lile
1-‘,.-‘.; s Lus tield but
loes not sow,

There are maltitades of people in
our churches who, if knocked off their
“spirttaal  stan ling,” would uot {all
far enongh to break any hones.

What & woman should demand of &
man in conttship or after it is, first,
resnest for hier, as she 18 awoman; and
nest to that to be respociod

ny him
\ above iher woluen

all «
| g B
Attacked by Muaskrats,
s Relloge. son of Town Clerk
Rellogg, of Haron, N. Y.,
arning home from a neighbor-
house on Tuesday evemng at
aboat 5 o«

Charle
Ethan B
whiler

ing ary

of Servant’s wood lot, the upper end
of which was on fire, was greatly sur-
pi inesl to fesl some suall anmal spring

apon s feet atd give him

a vicious
dark to
but lu“

with his walk-

Instead of being frightened

away, it promptly returned to the at-

ta '.\, andd

It was oo
assatlant
kicked 1t and struck 1t

bite 1o the leg

se¢ whal bDbiIs Was,

g shick,

witl it ‘amie A

Kel.
loge kicked and struck at his assail-

| suts, but in the darkness was unsble

i to see just wlere to strike or what ef-
foot his blows were producing, and
was constantly receiving fresh bites
abont the aukles and lega, A few
minutes of this kind of warfare can-
vinced him that diseretion was much
the better part of valor, and he took
to his heels. On his arrival home he
was found to be bleading from over
twenty different bites,

Scon after daylight, armed with ¢
shotgun. Kellogg visited the scene of
the battle, and there found the bodiea

| of four dead muskrats, and the soft
ground was almost completely covered
| with their tracks. They hal appar-
| ently been driven by drought and the
fire from their holes in the swamp,
and were migrating to Rice's CUreek, a
half mile further west. Kellogg will
| be laid apfor anumber of days.—New
York San.

ul-;-:ur--u‘i_\'

dozen or Aftesn more of ita kind

Dangers of & Home-Made Cap.

Tt was Lis wearing of an old-fash-
joned home-made cap of woodchuek
skin instead of a more modern heady
gear that eansed the death of Koscoe
Giatio, & resident of one of New York's
suburba, recently. Gatio, while walk-
ing across lots to his work, stopped
beside a stone wall to eat an spple.
The wall was not quite as high as he
was, so that only his cap showed above

e aesten ‘Lg...a.
3 e **woode ol

and Aites hastened to seeure

but was bwﬁhd'hahhnl:-i

had shot the in-
ok e oy

suoceeded in convincing or tiring him, |

ock, thy oagh the lower end |

make the bt of himself.

No man ever gets discouraged in
trying to live without working.

Wowan is a lovely dream —and
Lreams always go by contraries.

Everybody says “Go higher" o
the man who i *‘getting =

Call a little man and other lit-
Yo poople will throw ap their hats,

Absence sometimes makes the heard
grow fonder—of some other person,

To get the good eut of the yoars we
unst learn how to live each hour well.

A shallow man may always see the
‘wons of & fool by locking into & deep
well

Love may be blind, but it can smell
the cloves on & man's bresth jusi the
same.

Patience may roosi on monuments,
bt trath seldom findea place on wmb-
slimes

When o man freely admita that his
wile % not stubborn, he can afferd o
stop prayving.

The man who fizmes on marrying
an heiress often finds he 1wa's well ap

1 pn mathematios,
Snme men are like a bass dram-—
! they maxe lota of noise, but there's

| nuthing in them

Rites have bean ecalled apon o do
many things of late, sad now they are
expected to save life at sea. With a
vense¢l hard aground on a lee shore,
all her boats either smashad or oar-
ried away, sod a gale of wind blowing
w0 hard that neithae lifeboats nor life-
lines can reach her, the nsual ending
of wiuc't a marine disaster is the loss

[ entire ship's eompany,
Bat Dr. F. W, Riehl, of San Fran-
cisco, thinks he can prevent smak
\ Lialities in the fuinre by calling kites
Coey the atd of sie sborm-baset mariners,
‘ He recently gave an exhibition of the
’ nractical working of hia idea from the
|
|

\ Hites ta e Life Savers.
|
\

(M

deek of the battleship Oregun in San
| Feancinco bay.

At the time of the test a good breezs
was Hlowing, which specdily carried
the kite well up in the air snd sway
tron the vessel, Donning s bathing
pnit, Dr. Rieh! wrapped his clothing
in s waterprool ecloth and threw the
bundle o zesboard.  Asit fosted down

wind Le hanled in on the kite line,
!t\fn.\l"..t the slack uvar'lnoll\l. ll.
then jumped overboard, took s tarn
of the line sreund his body, and,
pulle 1 nlong by the kite, went to lee-
ward after his bundle of clothing. A
(wetily maunte  test of the deviece
soemed to prove that the inventor's
| claims were wall founded. A repord
| of the experiment will be forwarded
to Washuagton “J the officers of the
Uregon
| D flich! asserts that bhis kite
| wonld take a man or a rope ashore

throaeh breskers in which s boal
| eould not live, Of course if the wind
i was off shore the Kite would be of no

| yse, but statisties prove, he asserts,
| that in ninety cases out of one hun-
| drad in the event of nhip'teeki the
b direction of the wind has been lu‘ll‘
she land —New York Press.

Lynened by Swallows,

A snecessful lynching took place on
tha farm of Jerome Butler, south of
Marlette, Mich,, the other day, Im
the baru a swallow’'s nest was wesn
clinging to the side of a beam from
whiclh was suspenlded an English
sparrow, hung by the neek with a
hair from a borse’s tail  While
Franklin Butier snd Orla Albertson
were sit ing in the barn they noticed &
apartow go into the swallow's nest,
from which he began pitching the
voung birds.  Three swallows, st-
tracted by their outery, immediately
pounced upon the intruder.  After
ronfining him to the nest for » few
minutes they threw him out. He
dropped about a foot, thers was &
jerk, and Mr. Sparrow was hanged as
nicely as though an n.gt hangman
had been in charge. hair was
wound around his neck several times,
and after & few ineffectual struggies
he kicked his last.—Crand Bapide
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